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tent to crush the enemy, or to prevent the constant loss of
valuable lives. Every month there came news of some
ambush into which British convoys had been trapped and
desperate encounters in which small parties of our troops
were almost annihilated, and, at distressingly frequent intervals,
accounts of surrenders of British to Boers. 'Another sur-
render P became at last a phrase which, from its frequency and
bitterness, cast a slur upon the reputation of our soldiers in
South Africa, and made old men shake their heads and say,
* Such things were not in our days P Yet most of these
surrenders were not due to cowardice. They simply meant
that if a small body of infantry became surrounded, as was
very easily done, by a stronger body of horsemen, all hard
riders and crack shots, escape was practically impossible.
Nevertheless, < surrender * is an ugly word, and it is better that
the spirit of the nation should have been shocked at such
episodes, inevitable though they were, than that they should
have been lightly considered.

It was the master-mind of Lord Kitchener which eventually
solved the situation, and wore down the strength and resources
of the guerrillas. By his famous system of block-houses,
built at short intervals of space, round great stretches of
country, and actually linked together by wire ropes, he
gradually hemmed in the Boer commandos under Be Wet
and De la Rey, and prevented them from so easily breaking
through the ever-pursuing columns of infantry and squadrons
of cavalry which had so long endeavoured to surround these
mobile enemies. Huge captures of men, waggons, guns, and
stores were now made, and although De Wet and the other
leaders themselves invariably succeeded in escaping through
the British cordons, it was evident that the Boer resistance
was nearing its end through a process of exhaustion.

Paul Kruger, ex-President of the late Transvaal Republic,
had long since fled from the land of his birth, of his stirring
adventures, of his long years of power and political ambition,
and was a moody and miserable exile in Holland. One's pity